5       Expulsion
The certificate of protection had restored our courage and vitality. Might we not wait in safety and see what would develop? We thought so—and so did all the Germans of the district, who envied us because we had it.
But we were wrong. Conditions in Silesia had become so chaotic that only brute force prevailed.
During the night after All Souls' Day, I was awakened by the furious barking of dogs. I heard hard blows against the doubly-locked kitchen entrance to my little house.
I was out of bed in a bound. In the upstairs hallway I met my friend Kurt, who had fled from Oppeln and had been staying with us for some time. Kurt spoke Polish fluently. He ran with me to the telephone to summon the militia, but the phone was dead. Later we found out that the wire outside the house had been cut.
Quietly we opened the kitchen door; violent blows continued to rain against the outer entry. As we turned on the light, the noise outside suddenly stopped. We saw the shadows of several men on the other side of the door, which was already split.
Kurt called out to them to leave the place, saying that the house and the people in it were under special protection. And he recited the text of the Zhukov certificate, which he had learned by heart.
The answer was a salvo of cursing and then renewed blows on the door, which split further. And then the first bullet whistled past our ears. We put out the light and ran upstairs, where our frightened wives were sitting on the edge of a bed.
I turned off the electric current at the main switch. The house lay in complete darkness—and silence. The only sound was the continued barking of the dogs.
Suddenly a bull's eye lantern went on downstairs. By its light we saw a masked figure. After him came another. As they started up the stairs, Kurt, who was strong as an ox, threw a heavy oak armchair down
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